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23e CowTRIBDUTORS are Buiiness Men, Bue-
buees Women, Solentists, Plaia Paople, Trav.
ahirs, Poets, ote., oto. In Sther words,
familiar whereof shey write, who
E.:&rnonuuu way thay will interest
suburban friends.
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NO
OTHER
PAPER

in Washington recelves ns @
wide or as Intelligent a
patronsge among eoumtry ¢
people as :

. THE
Suburban
Citizen.

It enters more suburban
homes every week than any

other Washington paper, §
henes its coﬁmnc c,&:eni

reach the thrifty people of T
the suburbs. For adver-
tising rates, address

The .....
Suburban Citizen,
WASHINUTON, D. €

President Charles
Citizens'

C. Lancaster, of the
Northwest Suburban Associa-
tion sends us a copy of his anuual report
in pamphlet form,
ing document.

It is & very interest-

The Primacura Company is one ‘of the
very latest Washington enterprises. It
is composed of Washington business
men who are thoroughly respousible and
determined tb push the sale of their new
discovery. They propose to star t a fac-
tory in South Washington for the manu-
facture of their preparation.

S

England's provincial school boards
are about to follow the example of
the London School Board and start
mnumber of classes in life saving,

In the commerce of the world Ger-
wan trade is growing at Great Brit-
ain's expense, and the United States
takes from both,

Literature like nmrly
else nowadays, has come to be a con-
mercial commodity, governed by the
laws of demand and supply, and the
author, to be successful, must "get
down to business.”

uuylhing

‘As the mothers' conglesu has given
rise to a mighty demand for a fathers’
congress, it is evident that the small
boy will have to go into the congress
business himself unless he I8 to loge
his liberties altogether,

Next to good govornmont there is
pothing so important to the business
welfare of any progressive nation as
an ample supply of iron and stability
in its price.

The name of Yee Ho Chuna or the
Boxers, Mr. Wu says, is translated
“Righteousness, Harmony and Fists."
1t is a sort of “musecular Confucian
ism"” movement,

Uncle Sam has wondorful faith in
womankind; he jus. takes the unsup
ported word of each for her age and
does not ask for references or corrob-
orative testimony.

Eaward Everett Hawes opinion ol
The Hague Peace Conrerence may be
gathered from his remark that thos.
who expect that it will prevent wars
may ag well go to a coal yard to buy
& yard of green satin,

general director of
prisons in thinks American
jalls too gloomy. They are not exact-
ly suited even to occidental ideas of
comfort, but a number of our promi-
pent citizens from time to time take
quarters In them notwithstanding

Dr, B, Ogawn,

Japan,

WAKING AT NICHT.

WWhen T wake up alone at night
I feel as if I had no e{es;

I stare and stare with all my might,
But only blackness round me lies.

1 listen for the faintest sound,

And, though I strain with either ear,
The dark is silent all around;

It's just as if 1 could not hear.,

But if I lie with limbs held fast
A sort of sound comes like a sigh—
Perhaps the darkness rushing past,
Perhaps the minutes passing by;

Perhaps the thoughts in people's heads,
That keep so quiet all the day,

Wait till they're sieeping in the\r beds,
Then rustle out and fly away!

Or else’this noise like whirring win,
That dies with the first stren.k oi\‘,‘m
May be the sound of baby th
All growing, growing, in the mgnt

Children, and Litty-cats and pups,
Or even little buds and flowers,

Daisies, perhaps, and buttereups,
All growing in the midnight hours,

And vet it seems of me a part,

And nothing far away or queer—
It's just the beating of my heart,

That sounds so strange 8 I lie héve!

1 do not know why this should be;
W hen davkness hid.- the world from
hl
I feel lhut all is gone but me-~
A little child and the hhwk m
~—Mabel

armer.

CUT OUT FOR AN OLD MAID. &

LARENCE ARNOLD was com-

ing home after an absence of

eight years. My father had

been Clarence's guardian, and
he had lived with us all his life up to
the time he took a notion to travel all
over the civilized, and not a small por-
tion of the uncivilized world.

1 had just been telling my kindred
spirit, pretty Jessie Mason, how we
expected Clarence on the morrow, and
wound up by giving a description uf
him in the following manner:

“He is awfully jolly, good-natured,
ever so handsome, flirts desperately
and a perfect tease."”

I watched to see the effect of my
words upon Jessie, She opened wice
her big, brown eyes and looked at me

with a most comical expression of
countenance.
Now, in most things, Jessie and 1

were very muech alike. Whenever
there was any mischief afloat we werc
the leading spirits. We moved in a
fun-loving circle. We were forevor
romping and carrying on in a manner
very unbecoming our years—at least so
sald our long-faced, vinegar-visageld
friends of the bilious temperament, of
whom we always steered clear, But
then, people will talk, you know, aud
perhaps it were better to talk about
Jessie and me than to talk about oth-
ers who couldn't stand that sort of
thing as we could. DBut they talked
about me more than Jessie, for I was
nearly four years older than she, and
of course my conduct was more of an
outrage on their bilious dignity.

Nelther Jessie nor I ever thought of
those four years between us, We
loved each other dearly and were in-
separable companions, She looked at
me now with those wondrous brown
eyes, exclaiming:

“Good gracious, Maud, you're inter-
ested at last! I have often wondered
what sort of a man you intended to |
marry, and my disappointment is’]
great. Why, the man you are going
into ecstacies over Is the fac simile
of the young men in our sget, who,
you say, are very well to pass the time
away with, but to marry, as the gong
says, you don’t feel inclined,” laughed
Jesgie,

“Nongense,” I said, feeling a little
annoyed that Jessie should put a
wrong construction on my words,
“I'm not interested in Clarence—that
ig, not in the way you mean. I like
him, and 1 want you to set your cap
for him. You must fall in love some
time, you know.”

“And go must you,” laughed Jessle;
“go I'Il wait until you set me an ex-
ample,” and the scarlet creeps from
her cheeks to her temples as she looks
out of the window.

“Then, perhaps you'll have to walit
forever. Mother says I'm cut out for
an old mald,” =said I, lightly.

“My dear Maud, you're no more the
pattern of an old maid than the old
man in the moon is. Tell your mother
ghe's a false prophet.”

“I don't know that she is,” said I,
laughing. *I'm nearly 23, and mother
thinks it Is preposterous for me to
have arrived at such an age without
being married. She keeps telling me
that my sister was married at 17 and
I keep telling her that poor Marion
has regretted it ever since. But then
she says that marriage is a lottery
and every one cannot be expected to
be satisfled with their drawing, and
1 suppose mother ought to know. Dear
me! we've lost sight of what we were
talking about. Clarvence is ever so
much nicer than any one we Kuow,
Jessie.”

“Then, why don't you fall in love
with him yourself, Maud?"

“Fiddlesticks!” sald I, impatiently,
“I don’t want him.”

“What keeps Charlie standing down
there?” sald Jessie, jumping up.
“We'll talk about Clarence another
time, Maud,” and Jessie was on the
balcony and down on the lawn like
a flash.

I stretched my neck and caught
glght of Charlie Morse down by the
gate,

“That accounts for Jessie's blushes

when she looked out of the window a
while ago.” 1 thought. “I wonder If
ghe cares for him? I hope she does
not.”

As 1 watched Charlie and Jessie on
the lawn together, I thought Charlie
Mozse was just such another as Clar-
ence Arnold. 1 fell into a thoughtful
mood a8 I watched them. Jessie's
words came back to me. Why
couldn’'t I love Clarence Arnold my-
gelf? Why, indeed?

1 never was in love. Never could
fall into it and out again like other
girls, Goodness knows I was willing
enough, but I couldn’'t for the life of
me. 'They called me a flirt, Yut, as I
paid before, people will talk, you
know-—there’'s mno shutting their
mouths-—but I wasn't really—that is,
I never meant to flirt, I treated all
the really nice young men I was ac-
quainted with alike. Never accepted
invitations fer places of amusement,
drives, ete, from any one in partie-
ular, Was always a great favorite
with the young men of our “set;” but

their grimnese,

then, they were extremely young—
that ig, a few of them were my own
age and all the rest younger. I treat-
ed them all patronizingly. ‘They
hadn’t any sense yet, and that ac-
counted for me being swch a favorite—
at least 1 could not help thinking so
—for all the older heads fought shy
of me,

Well, they say all girls think about
matrimony more or . 88, I guess I
must have thought less about it, for I
never thought anything about it until
now, And now that I did give it a
thought, I examined the subjeet thor-
oughly and became convinced that my
mother's words were true. I was cut
out for an old maid. It was strange,
too. There were men whom I wor-
shiped from afar—but what was the
use of talking--they were likely to re-
main afar,

So I saw no help for it, In a few
years more I would be laid upon the
shelf, but my thoughts didn’t stop on
the shelf, theycarried me down the vis-
ta of years, and I saw a woman with a
face looking like vinegar! Why my
ideas of the poor, persecuted sex,
known as old maids, are associated
with vinegar I cannot tell. But I did
see that woman's face, and it did look
like vinegar; and she had with her
the two institutions of old'maiddom—
a cat and a parrot, and that woman
was I,

Suddenly my hands flew to my sides
and tears rolled down my cheeks,

“For goodness sake, Maud, what
are you laughing at?' said Jessie, en-
tering the room, followed by Charlie
Morsa

“Oh, Jessie,” I ecried, “if you could
only see the picture tnat I saw just
now you would laugh, too."”

Next morning I came down stairs
rather late. . )

“Here comes Maud now,” I heard
my mother say, “My dear,” sald my
mother to me, as I entered the break-
fast room, “do you know this gentle-
man?”

A man between thirty and thirty-
five yearg, very tall, with great, wide
shoulders, his handsome face bronzed
and “earded, rose to meet me,

I looked at the gentleman and shook
my head slowly in apswer to my moth-
er's question,

“So you
Maud?”

The bronzed gentleman laughed as
he spoke, showing his teeth and eyes
to advantage—and why didn't I know
him at once? It was Clarence Arnold.

What a mistake I had made when
speaking of him to Jessie! I lost sight

don't remember me,

of the fact that I wasn't quite fifteen |’

when Clarence went away, and he
was four or five-and-twenty, and I
never thought about the intervening
years. I expected to see Clarence as
he left us, about four-and-twenty still.

“(Giooduess me alive!” I exclaimed,
on the impulse of the moment, “I
thought you were ever so much young-
er.”

“Did you, indeed?’ he said, smiling,
but there was such a grave expression
in the black eyes that were always
dancing with merriment in those days
gone by,

I looked over at Jessle. She was
looking straight at me, and as soon
as our eyes met we both burst out
laughing.

Clarence's grave black eyes were
still upon me. Of course he dido't

know what we were laughing at, and
it must have looked charming., But,
then, thnt was what I always did. I
laughed when 1 ought not to laugh,
sald what I ought not to have said,
and I came to the conclusion long ago
that there was no help for me,

People sald I hadn't a spark of com-
mon sense, Now, I begged leave 10
differ with them—that is, in my ownﬂ
mind, for I wouldn't satisfy them to
discuss the question openly, I thought
I was very sensible, only somehow I
never could show it like other girls.
Now, 1 saw at once that Clarence
was different from the young men
with whom 1 was constantly sur-
rounded. He had sowed his wild oats,
and that was the sort of man I ad-
mired. But, then, 1t was no use for
me to let my thoughts run in that di-
rection, for Clarence must have
formed his opinion of me at our first
meeting, and forever after, I suppesed,
like all the rest of the sensible men,
he would wish me well—at a distancs,

One evening shortly after Clarence's
arrival we girls bhad our heads to-
gether plotting mischief, I, as usual,
bhad the leading voice, Clarence and
my brother Tom were present, We
didn’t mind them, as they were part
of the family.

“Maud, don't take part in such fool-
fshness, You ought to have better
sense.”

That wae what Clarence sald to me
when he saw a part of our nonsense,
His grave, black eyes were upon me,
and he spoke very seriougly, I thought.

Well, perhaps 1 ought to bave better
gense, but what business was it of
Clarence Arnola’'s? Why didn’t he
gpeak to Jessie, In whom he seemed
to be so highly interested?

Yes, Clarence was interested In Jes-

gle and she was interested in him, but
then I ought to have been satistied, for
dide't 1 advise Jessie to set her cap
for Lim?

I looked up at Clarence when he re-
proved me, He was so earnest that
1 felt like withdrawing from the mis.
chief at once, But I didn’t withdraw.
1 went stralght on, dragging the oth:
ers after me. I felt dreadful with
those black eyes upon me., Why 1
persisted in the mischief I cannot tell,
except ¥ was as brother Tom sald,
out of a spirit of downright pure cuss.
edness,

One day, about a week after, we
three—Clarence, Jessie and 1-—were
standing on the porch. Jessie stooll
between Clarence and me. Somehow
Jessle always came between Clarence
and me, Now, I only just mentioned
that, but I hope no ome will think
I was jealous of Jessie. Why should
I be, Didn't I recommend Clarence
to Jessie?

To be sure I did, but somehow I
very often forgot that of late,

Charlie Morse came strolling up tne
path, My heart jumped with delight.
Strange, what delight I took lately in
Charlie Morse's coming. Clarence
went down to meet him, leaving Jes-
sie and me on the porch.

“Good gracious!” 1 thought to my-
self, my delight vanishing instantly.
“Charlie Morse might just as well
have stayed at home if it is Clarence
that i& going down to him.”

“Isn’t Clarence handsome?” said
Jesgle, speaking more to hergelf than
to me, while the pink in her cheeks
grew pinker.

“Oh! I think he's
said L.
thing,

“But that is from exposure,” said
Jessie, smiling. “One of these days,
Maud, his face will be as delicate in
tint as your own.”

“Maybe it will; but I don't know
anything about it,”” I said.

“Maud,” and Jessie’'s blushes grew
deeper, and her eyes wandered to
where Clarence and Charlie were
gtanding, “ue asked me to marry him.
I wanted to tell you first, you know."

If a thunderbolt had descended on
my head I could not have been more
surprised. A cold tremor ran over
me,  Jessie must. have notlced how
strangely I bebaved. I tried to com-
pose myself by thinking indignantly
of Clarence Arnold's indecent haste,
Think of it, he was only two weeks
in our house when Le proposed to Jes-
gle,

“Well,” I said as soon as I could get
my breath, “he ought to have sent you
his photograph and a proposal before
he arrived himself, he was in such a
hurry.”

“Whom are
Maud?”

“Clarence Arnold, of course.”

“0? but Clarence Arnold doesn't
happen to be the one that proposed
to me. It was Charlie Morse, and I
accepted him, Maud, for I knew you
always liked Charlie,” and Jessie
laughed outright.

Something near my left side gave
another great bounce, Yes, it was
true what Jessie said, I always liked
Charlie, and I was so glad she accept-
ed the dear fellow.

A vear has passed away since then.
Charlie and Jessie were married long
since, and they are on a visit to our
house now, I sit in the window watch-
ing them out upon the lawn, just as I
gat and watched them a year ago.
Only that time my watchful eyes were
accompanied by thoughts of an old
maid.

Well, you know mother said I was
cut out for an old maid, but I never
think of that now, Strange, I never
bother my head about the old-maid
business any more, and guess why 1
don't? Oh! but it's a conundrum,
You'd never guess it if I didn't tell
you,

“Because I am
wife,”

awfully brown,”
Of course 1 had to say some-

you talking about,

Clarence Arnold™

Mayflowers on Cape Cod.

At Cape Cod, and mnot far from
where former President Cleveland has
his famous summer home at Buzzard's
Bay, the inhabitants have an odd oc-
cupation. When the first fragrant
buds of the trailing arbutus, or May-
flower, appear on the hillsides of the
big cape the woods are fairly alive
with men, women and children, all in
search of the delicate flowers., They
are not out collecting because they are
charmed with the early blossoms, nor
do they wander through the woods
plucking wild blogsoms for their health,
Their industry is strictly commercial,
for the Mayflower is a favorite in New
York, Boston, Philadelphia and other
large citles of the Bast, and every
spring the woods are stripped of them
and they are packed in moss and
ghipped to town, where they are sold
at high prices,

80 regular I8 the demand for the
dainty, waxlike blossoms that profes-
gional flower hunters make a business
of searching out the secret blooming
grounds of the arbutus, stake out their
claims as they would take up mining
claims every spring, and wait for the
blossom harvest, Gathering Mayflow-
érs has become one of*the important
industries of Cape Cod.— Providence
Journal,

Honeymoon in & Prairle Wagon.

How 18 this for a bridal trip? A
young couple went to Flagstaff, Ariz,
bought a couple of big wagons and
teams of mules, hired a couple of
teamsters and a good cook and start-
ed south for Phoenix, The principal
wagon was roofed with canvas and
wire gauze, with every comfort, and
the trip I8 described as ideal, No flles
or mosquitoes, good hunting, and the
“light of love” combining with that
from moon and stars. Upon arrival
at Phoenix the wagons were sold at
an advance, and the couple proceeded
by rail to Los Angeles in search of
new adventures, They may return
via Japan and lndm.—Waahlngton
Star.

A BUSINESS POINIRA.

Beveral Washington merchants are
afraid to invite the trade of suburban

their oity cnstomers who don't con-
jider it ‘‘the proper thing" to be seen
h a store with country people. They
want the ossh of countr peoglo when
the same can be secured without sny
outward sign of a desire to reach out
for it. One of the largest hardware

teNy and gave the following reason:
"We're not ont after suburban buei-
aess for the reason that we oonside:
the trade of the people of Virginia nd
Maryland not particularly desirable.”
Gustave Hartig, the hardware man of
509 and 511 H Street, N, E., isof a
different opinion, Hewants the.trade
of country ple and he is getting it.
‘When youn g:: | with him you are deal-
"lng with a square businees man and a
Iriend. Dee. 10-4¢

Ro Qc Ry’DER'
BRICKLAYER & CONTRACTOR,

Residence and P. O, Address,
KENILWORTH, D. C,

Cement Walks, Conerete Cellars and
general cement work doue on short no-
tice. Country work a specialty,

UNITED STATES COLLEQE OF

VETERINARY SURGEONS.

222 OMtreet N, W,, Washingion, D, 0,

SEASION BBR 1lst,
For proapmai mwm n,address

’eoplo for foar it mighs offend scme |

1 Ruppert’s - Park,

}

Arms in the city recently refused to g
advertise in the columns of the Orri- | §

Otto C. Ruppert, Proprietor,

BLADENSBURG ROAD,

Pleasunt Drive from Washington,

sShort walk from Btation,

Cyele Track, Pienic and Baseball

P’ark and other Outdoor Amusements.

: Pure Ilrugs aND—3
iDruggists’ Sundries

May be had in endlegs variety at

Tae MopERN PuAnMAOY, where Iy
the greatest care is always exer- @

cised in filling Preseriptions.

Stop in and Look Over Our of
Surgloal Boods and Mplm’

Mall Orders Promptly and Comeetly Filled,

) g,?exganE 'ﬂ! '“.“31 mmn %
' am“. o“mtﬂ% :.no.np?_ e

The Modern

Pharmacy,
11h and F Streets N, W,

F. J. DIEUDONNE & SON,

_" Successors to E, P, Mertz Co.

=

THE LATEST STYL‘E TEAMS FOR HIRE.

SPECIAL RATES FOR DRUMMERS.
Delivery Wagons to be had at any time at

SINSHEIMER LIVERY CO.

REARG615 ESTREET N. W,

. Formerly Rex Stable,—

|
3

Cigars and Beer.

parties

ASTERN BRANCH COTTAGE,

JOHN FRAAS, Proprietor,

|

| BENNING BRIDGE, . . D.C.
All Bronds of Liquors and the Finest

Boats for hire for gunning or pleasure

Chesapeake Beach,

Board by the week $8.00 up
Pabst Milwaukee Beer on dranght.

High View Hotel---

L. T, BRIDWELL,

Froprietar,

Maryland.

A first class resort serving the only H0c¢, meal on the Beach. 20 splendid
rooms, 3 ladies’ dining rooms, all overlooking the bay, ¥he highest point of any

L. T. BRIDWELL, Chesapeake Beach, Md.

Ernest Loeffler,

THE IRVINGTON HOU%E

TENALLYTOWN,
Again Open for Business.

After being closed up for four months,
desperate fight for my rights I have won and will be glad to see all
my old friends at the old stand.

D. C.

and after meking a mest

Nothing but the best for everybody.
- Proprletor.

RUDOLPH THIELE,

Sliver Hill P. O.

+e..o+ DEALER IN,.....

Cattle and Brewers’ Grains,

and also Breeder of High-Class Poultry and
Thoroughbred Hogs.

Prince George's County, I'd.

[ - — e o

Dealer in .
TT——

Brew .nd can supply dairym

RUDOLPH THIELE, —=—&=>
Brewers’ (rains.

-1 contract for the entire output of Brewers' Grains at the Nodond Capitol

en and others on short notice.
ley and oonta. n neither bops nor sny other deleterious substance. They

# o0 exoellent and cheap article of feed for oattle, horees or hoge.

M1 am at the Brewery daily from 9tol£ooloot.. m.

pdum

tween Benning and Bladensburg.

on draught.
J. C. CLLLAN, .

Best qunhty of Wines and Luluom and Jee Cold Beer in bottles and
A good place for Cyclists to rest,

L o At Wy .

POTOMAC VIEW=—=

A Properly conducted Rond House on the River Road midway be.

- Propriotor.

ﬂ' l-‘rae buues meet Columbm cars ut the Bonning rosd lutlon. ‘ﬂ
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